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Steven pokes insistently at his roommate's shoulder. 
‘C'mon, Slash. Wake up! | got something | wanna ask you," he whines plaintively. 
"Schmurgluk," says Slash or something close to it and resumes snoring. 


Exasperated, Steven stands back, puts his hands on his hips and surveys the sleeping mop head. A sudden grin 
splits his face and he leans down, putting his mouth right next to Slash's ear. 


"WAKE UPITIME TO DIE!" he screams. 


The effect is instantaneous. Slash shoots upright, arms flailing, chest heaving, hair indescribable. 


"What the fuck?" he pants, glancing around wildly before his gaze lands on the doubled over drummer next to 
his bed. He reaches out and grabs said drummer by his blonde locks, yanking on them as hard as he can 


"Oww!" shrieks Steven "leggo, you're hurting me!" 


"lm fuckin’ trying to!" Slash shrieks back before relinquishing his hold. Steven sits on the bed, gingerly rubbing 
at his abused scalp. 


Slash reaches for the cigarettes sitting on the wooden crate that serves as his nightstand. He shakes one out, 
petulantly not offering the pack to Steven and lights up. 


"What time is it?" he grunts. 
"Dunno," shrugs Steven, "bout IO maybe?" and he scoots towards the foot of the bed. 
"Are the others up?" enquires Slash. 


"Axl went to stay with whatsherface cos we're out of food again, Duff's probably at work and Izzy.. well Izzy 
could be anywhere," Steven replies. 


"So what the fuck did you wake me up for?" Slash asks testily. 

"Oh!" beams the blonde, "I wanted to ask you something. 

"Well, go ahead then," says Slash, exhaling plumes of smoke via his nostrils. 

Steven rubs at his scalp again before looking around and asking, "Have you seen my pants?" 

Gobsmacked, Slash leans forward, sticks a finger in Steven's face and snarls at him through clenched teeth. 


"If you woke me up just to ask me where your fucking pants are | swear I'm gonna rip off both your arms, 


beat you to death with them and shove you in the fuckin’ closet!" 


Steven holds out his hands in a placating gesture and says, "Geez, relax man! That's not what | wanted to ask 


you." 


Slash settles back and resumes puffing at his cigarette. Steven stares absently at him, scratching at both his 
head and stomach and Slash wonders, not for the first time, if perhaps evolution completely skipped the Adler 
household. It would explain the chest hair. 


He is startled from this thought as Steven starts up again 

"Duff and Izzy," he says hesitantly, "do you think... you know.. are they like... doing if?" 

Slash gapes at him, jaw almost fully unhinged 

"What?" he crooks 

"Duff and Izzy," repeats Steven, "do you think they're screwing” 

"What the fuck put that idea in your head?" asks a totally flummoxed Slash. 

"Well, they're always together lately, like always! They whisper a lot, giggle like a pair of idiots, they always sit 
right next to each other when we're all watching tv and when we're playing they constantly follow each other 


round the stage," finishes Steven, a little defensively. 


"So to you, all that stuff means they're fucking each other," Slash says slowly. He is now wholly convinced on 


the evolution front. 


"Well yeah," comes Steven's answer, even though he now sounds a little unsure. 


Slash clears his throat and never takes his eyes off the blonde drummer sitting Buddha like at the foot of his 


pathetic excuse for a bed. 


"Stevie, has it occurred to you at any point that you and me do all that stuff too but we're not screwing?" he 
asks. 


Steven's facial expression changes from doubtful to horrified so swiftly that Slash isn't sure if he imagined it. 


"Dude!" spits Steven, "don't ever say that again. I'm getting mental pictures right now that I'll never be able to 


unsee!" 
"Go back to sleep Stevie," Slash encourages. "You'll feel better for it" 


Steven nods and lays face down next to Slash who incredulously asks, "Are you really gonna sleep in my bed 
after the conversation we just had?" 


Steven gets up so fast he gets a little headrush before dropping on to his own mattress and falling asleep 


within seconds. 
Slash shakes his head and fondly says, "Moron!" before he too nods off. 


Across the hall, in the room he usually shares with Axl, Izzy stirs slightly and then burrows closer to the 


warm body laying next to him. He presses a kiss to his bed mate's forehead and is rewarded with a hug. 
"You up for round three already Stradlin?" asks Duff. 
Izzy just pinches him and then kisses him deeply. 


"So you really don't think that Slash and Stevie are doing each other then?" he says and Duff chuckles before 
pulling Izzy on top of him. 


"How bout you do me," he invites and Izzy, as always, happily obliges. 
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Slash can't remember the last time he'd felt this warm and relaxed. He's in the living room, shirtless and 
stretched out on the hideously patterned green recliner that he and Steven had rescued from an alley behind 


some bar on the strip a few weeks earlier. Yes, it smells but so does he and he really doesn't care. 


Axl is lying on the couch staring morosely at the ceiling but mercifully silent and Steven is face planted on the 
floor, head mere inches from the gaping hole in the wall that had once been their fireplace. All is peaceful and 


Slash is just drifting into sleep when Izzy appears and everything goes to hell. 
Slash wants to punch him. In the face. Hard. 
"Duff is sick," Izzy had said. 


Judging by Axl's reaction, he may as well have announced that their bassist had released a vial of smallpox and 


their slow painful deaths were imminent. 


"Sick?" says Axl, leaping up so quickly he makes Slash feel dizzy. "What kind of sick? Is he throwing up? Is it 
contagious? Did he breathe on you? Cos you're breathing on me and | can't get sick. We have a show on 
Thursday and | can't be sick. | just can't!" he wails as he grabs his jacket and heads for the door. "I'm going to 
whatsherfaces place. Call me when Duffs better," he throws back over his shoulder as he slams the door 
shut, leaving his band mates staring after him. 


"Is it really bad that l'm hoping Duff doesn't get better quickly?" says a bemused Slash while Steven lifts his 


head and adds, "Poor whatsherfacel" 
Izzy scratches his chin and nods his agreement with these fine sentiments. 


"So what's up with Duff then?" enquires Slash as he lights up what is probably his millionth cigarette of the 
day. 


"Dunno really," Izzy replies. "He's running a fever, had a headache too. | was kinda hoping you'd put your light 


fingered skills to use and go steal some stuff from a drugstore." 


Slash sighs. He really doesn't want to move but it's for Duff and so he feels obliged. 


"All right," he says and gets slowly to his feet. He pulls his shirt back on and strides purposefully out of the 


house, striding back in a moment later to put on his shoes because shoplifting barefoot will just not work. 
Steven follows him this time but not before falling over twice and walking into the wall for good measure. 


Now that he's alone, Izzy heads for the kitchen where he grabs a glass and fills it with some slightly expired 
orange juice. He finds a straw and one of those little cocktail umbrella thingies and sticks them both in the 
glass, knowing that Duff will appreciate the effort. Not. Then he goes back upstairs. 


"Axl sends his regards," he tells a pale, tired looking Duff who can't help laughing as he takes the glass from 


Izzy's hand, swallowing down half it's contents in one go and sticking the cocktail umbrella in his hair. 


He's wearing only boxers and has opened the windows in an effort to cool down Izzy climbs onto the bed next 
to him, settling himself against the wall that serves as a headboard and puts his arm around Duff's shoulder, 
pulling him close. 


"Slash and Steven went to the drugstore to see what they can steal from the "things that might make Duff 


feel better" aisle," he says. 


"That oughtta be fun," drawls Duff. "As long as Steven doesn't cause an international incident!" he adds ruefully 
and Izzy huffs out a laugh as he gently strokes the nape of Duff's neck. He slides down the bed to lie next to 
the blonde. 


"You should try to sleep," he says softly. "Ill wake you when the guys get back" 
Duff nods and closes his eyes, head now on Izzy's chest. Within minutes, his breathing has evened out and he's 
asleep. Izzy drops a kiss in his hair and then decides that maybe catching a quick nap for himself before the 


others get home wouldn't be a bad idea He wraps both his arms around Duff and nods off easily. 


Not long after, Slash and Steven return triumphant from their pilfering expedition with Steven's face being a 


particularly peculiar shade of green 
"Ugghh," he says. "I really don't feel well. Maybe lim coming down with whatever Duff has’ 

‘Either that or you shouldn't have snorted those bath salts," Slash says cheerfully. 

Steven makes an odd sound, races to the kitchen and pukes in the sink. Slash wrinkles his nose in disgust and 
trudges upstairs with the drugstore loot. Quietly, he opens Duff's bedroom door and stops dead at the sight 


of two of his best friends fast asleep while twined around each other. Steven's question from last week is 


blaring loudly and repeatedly in his brain and with his jaw agape, he just as quietly closes the door again 


Standing in the hall, he tells himself that mind altering substances can sometimes cause hallucinations, then he 


tells himself that he hasn't taken any mind altering substances today and therefore cannot be hallucinating. 


Sweet Jesus, he needs to talk to Steven. 
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It's been a whole week since "The Discovery" as he's taken to calling it, and Slash is close to a nervous 
breakdown. His plan to talk to Steven had been scuppered when the drummer pulled one of his vanishing acts 
for two whole days and by the time he returns, Slash has decided that the ostrich approach is the best 


course of action and so has resolved very strongly not to think about "The Discovery" at all, 


Except it's ALL he can think about and it's coming between him and the little sanity he still possesses, what 
with being in this band and Steven 


In addition, he has concluded that having the gift of sight is what caused all this crap in the first place. So 
logically, (at least in his mind), if he can't see he will not end up staring moronically at Izzy and Duff and/or 
leaving the room every time one of them enters. To this end, he has taken to wearing shades almost twenty 
four hours a day. These, combined with his hair, have rendered him virtually blind. It has also resulted in 
several bruising encounters with the few pieces of furniture they actually own but nothing life threatening, 


unless he counts falling down the stairs and landing on an already unconscious Steven 


Today he is blessedly alone. Duff is at work, Izzy left earlier to do whatever mysterious thing it is he does by 
day, Steven is off cheating death somewhere on the Strip and Axl disappeared about an hour ago, shortly after 
muttering something about seeing a man about a dog. Slash fervently hopes he wasn't being literal. 


He's in the kitchen rummaging through the fridge and various cupboards in the very vain hope that something 
edible will materialise and demand to be eaten. This pursuit proves utterly fruitless and he resigns himself to 
yet another meal of cigarettes with a side of water. The struggling musician lifestyle is not all its cracked up 
to be and he wonders if incarceration could be any worse. He'd get three square meals a day and a nice break 
from Steven, if nothing else. He might knock over the 7 Eleven a few corners away tomorrow with this specific 


aim in mind. 


Then he hears it. Duff's truck is pulling up outside, driver AND passenger doors both slamming which most 
likely means Izzy's home too. Oh God no! He cannot be alone with the two of them. What the ever loving hell is 
he going to say? 


The front door opens and he smells pizza Hot, hunger murdering pizza. And if there's pizza, there will be fries 
and possibly even milkshakes too. His stomach growls loudly and he's torn between food or shades. He opts for 


the second, shoves them on and makes a blind run for the door, slamming face first into it with a resounding 


thud. 

In the hall, Duff and Izzy stare alternately at the door and each other before Izzy calls out a hesitant "Hello?" 
Recognising the answering groan as their bandmate, they enter the kitchen to find Slash in a twisted heap on 
the floor. Grinning, Duff offers him a helping hand up while Izzy deposits an armful of food on their makeshift 
table. 


"What the fuck were you trying to do?" asks Duff and Slash shakes his head ruefully. 


"| don't know," he replies, looking mournfully at his now completely mangled shades and wondering if wearing just 
the frames will have the same effect. 


"We brought food," announces Izzy, "if you're hungry that is." 

"You mean | brought food and Slash is always hungry," Duff says sniffily. 

Izzy just laughs and eats a fry. Slash looks between both of them, grabs a large slice of pizza and stuffs the 

entire thing in his mouth. There. Now he can't be expected to talk, even though he thinks his tongue might be 

permanently damaged, given that the pizza is eye wateringly hot. 

His friends regard him curiously for a moment and then go back to hurling good natured insults at each other. 


"Fuck you, McKagan!" Izzy yells cheerfully before throwing a handful of fries directly at the bassist. 


‘Im betting that's exactly what you're doing," thinks Slash and why are they both staring at him like that? NO! 
NO! NO! He did not say that out loud! 


But he must have because Izzy looks murderous and Duff.. well, Duff may be having some kind of a stroke or 
brain aneurysm because he's totally frozen in one position. 


"You want to share anything with us, Slash?" Izzy asks and there's an edge to his voice that Slash has only 
ever heard once before. The aftermath of that particular incident had not been pretty for any of them. 
Swallowing down the last bit of pizza, Slash opens his mouth in an effort to speak but only manages to emit a 


high pitched squeak 


Sweet Jesus, he wishes Steven was here. 
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Forget knocking over the 1 Eleven If Slash leaves now and starts bludgeoning random members of LA's 
population with a baseball bat, he's guaranteed to be locked up by teatime, never again to see the light of day. 


Never mind that he doesn't own a baseball bat, he'll figure something out because anything, ANYTHING, is 
better than this God awful silence that's currently pervading the kitchen. Whoever said "Silence is golden," 
should be among those he bludgeons to death, Slash decides with savage conviction 


"BREATHE!" Izzy yells suddenly and Slash does so, only to be belted across the ear by a clearly pissed off Izzy 
who snarls, "I was talking to Duff, you fucking idiot” 


Slash is both vaguely insulted and slightly hurt. After all, he has to breathe, he'd die otherwise and... wait! 
Maybe that's not such a bad idea. Stop breathing, starve brain of oxygen, die. Great! If only he'd thought of 
this last week, he'd have saved himself a shit ton of trouble. He takes a deep breath and holds it in 


Izzy, meanwhile, is trying to reason with Duff, who is banging his forehead against one of the cupboards whilst 


frantically repeating, "We're screwed, we're screwed, oh Christ we're screwed" 


Figuring that nothing other than a good slap will work here, Izzy does just that, only with a little more force 
than he intended. This results in Duff's nose being flattened against the cupboard and blood beginning to stream 
from both nostrils. 


Slash, who is now starting to feel slightly lightheaded from the oxygen deprivation, thinks, "This can't get any 
worse," right before Izzy punches him in the stomach and yells, "This is all your fault, fucker!" 


"No it fucking isn't" Slash yells back, startling himself by finding his voice. "None of this is my fault," he 
continues. "It's. it's... it's.. Steven's! He started all this shit with his stupid question while | was trying to sleep 
and then Duff got sick and | stole stuff from a drugstore and Steven snorted those fucking bath salts and he 
puked and you two were in bed together and | tried to make myself blind and what the fuck else am | supposed 
to do?" he says, voice rising so high towards the end that he wonders if maybe someone piped helium into the 


kitchen. 
"Breathe," lzzy commands and this time Slash knows it's directed at him. 


Exhausted, he flops down onto a chair and watches as Izzy tends to Duff's bleeding nose. He has no idea how 


to handle any of this without drugs or alcohol or both because Steven, being the dick that he is, has consumed 
everything snortable, swallowable and drinkable in the house, leaving all of them (not) high and dry. 


He sighs loudly and then clears his throat. 

"How long?" he asks as Izzy and Duff join him at the table. 

They all look at each other before Izzy hesitantly replies, "Not long. A while. Since Christmas." 
Slash gapes. 

"But its July!" he squeaks, prompting him to wonder about the helium possibility again 


"You two have been together for like," he pauses to count on his fingers, "seven months and l'm only finding 


out now?" and why the fuck does he feel left out over this? 


"Well, we did consider announcing it at one of our gigs but then we thought better of it," Duff says, sounding 


nasal yet sarcastic at the same time. 

"Is this gonna be a problem between us, Slash?" asks Izzy and fuck it if he doesn't sound a little unsure. 

"No," Slash replies, and he's genuinely surprised to find he means it. "Won't be any problem with me, or Stevie 
either. Can't say the same for Axl though. Christ knows how he'll react. He'll either be all for it or have you 
both dissolved in a vat of acid." 

Izzy laughs. 

‘Guess we'll cross that bridge when we come to it," he says. 

"Or nuke it," Duff chirps, still sounding nasal. "We could nuke the bridge and then die of radiation poisoning and 
never have to deal with Axl at all," he explains and both Slash and Izzy acknowledge that while this idea is good 
in theory, it should really be a last resort, given their dire lack of nuclear weaponry. 

"So we're good then?" Izzy asks and Slash nods, reaching for a slice of pizza. 


"And you're not gonna say anything to Axl?" Duff adds and again, Slash nods. 


"Not gonna say anything to Axl about what?" says a voice from the kitchen door and Slash's blood runs ice 


cold. 


Dear God, when the fuck did Axl get here and sweet Jesus, where the fuck is Steven? 


Author's Notes: 
| shouldn't be doing this at work. 


Slash is adopting a new motto. It goes along the lines of, "When confronted with the prospect of your 
potentially psychotic and possibly murderous front man finding out about your friends screwing each other, 
its perfectly acceptable to abandon said friends and save your own ass." 

The short version of this is "Baill" and Slash is just about to do this when he notices that Duff's eyes have 
grown so wide, they might well be awarded planetary status and that the normally unflappable Izzy looks... well, 
flappable. He sighs and resigns himself to staying. When this shit is over, he's signing up to a, "How not to give 


in to Duff's array of pathetic facial expressions,” course. 


Axl stalks further into the kitchen and leans on the counter, eyeing all three of his friends with suspicion and a 
slight hint of paranoia. 


"Well?" he asks, eyebrows raised in expectation. "What is it that you don't want Slash to tell me, Duff?" 
He is met with resounding silence and three gormless stares. 
"Wow," he says, "| wasn't aware that moronism had become endemic in the hell house." 


"| don't think moronism's a word," says Duff before he gulps and edges closer to Izzy, who really doesn't make 
much of a shield against Axl's death glare. 


"Thanks for pointing that out, Duff," Axl remarks with an edge, "but I'm not here for language lessons. I'm not 
moving til someone tells me what the fuck is going on here!" he yells, slamming his fist down on the counter 
for emphasis and dancing a little with oncoming rage. 


Slash jumps almost out of his skin at the sound, and before he knows it, his mouth is open and he's speaking. 


"A song!" he exclaims, rising half way out of his seat. "Yeah! Duff wrote you a song but it's supposed to be a 
surprise and that's why we can't tell you," he finishes, feeling quite pleased with himself. 


"Really?" says Axl, glancing at Duff and looking a tad embarrassed. 
"For your birthday," Izzy chimes in, relief washing over him in waves. 


"But my birthday's not til February and Duff's is the day before mine," Axl points out and Izzy has to concede 


that this is true. 


"What he means is, the song probably won't be cleaned up and ready until February so l'm just gonna wait til 


then to give it to you," says Duff, looking pointedly at Izzy with a,"shut your mouth, you idiot," expression 


"And don't worry!" Slash adds. "He didn't write you a love song. Cos that would be weird and embarrassing for 
all of us. I'm gonna shut up now," he says, stuffing his fist in his mouth. 


"Ok," Axl nods, giving Slash a look that says, "You're a half wit. Kindly refrain from speaking to other human 
beings." 


He stretches and yawns cavernously. 


"l'm gonna go see if | can beat the tv into life. Don't eat all the pizza," he instructs and heads for the living 


room. 


Its this precise moment that Steven chooses to walk in, huge smile plastered across his obviously drunk 


features, door missing Axl's nose by mere millimetres. 
"Hey alll" he yells as Axl pats him affectionately on the shoulder. 


"Hey Popcorn," the singer says and then adds, "by the way, the guys Told me their secret so you don't have to 


worry about ruining it!" 
Steven stares at him. 


"They did?! Really? So you're ok with Izzy and Duff fucking? Seriously, man! | thought you'd have a complete 
meltdown. This is great!" he says clapping Axl on the back with gusto. 


"You guys must be so relieved," he says to Duff and Izzy as he grabs a milkshake and slurps it down noisily, 
patting a clearly shell shocked Slash on the head. 


The tip of Axl's nose has gone white. This is a clear harbinger of doom to all present, with the exception of 
Steven who is clearly not even in the same galaxy. 


"Sweet Jesus!" thinks Slash. "Why don't | have a baseball bat?" 
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Slash can see the headlines now. 

"Four hairy wasters stamped to death by furious lunatic who wasn't in on their secret" 

Well, ok, three hairy wasters and one guy who washes dishes and occasionally bakes the best cookies Slash has 
ever tasted. A terrible headline, he knows, but the fact that his brain is functioning at all is a minor miracle in 
itself, such is his abject terror at the guttural snarls being made by Axl. 

Out of the corner of his eye, (and through his hair), he registers that Duff and Izzy are also frozen in fear. In 
fact, Izzy might be dead, because no one can be that pale and alive at the same time. As for Steven, he's 


inhaling pizza and hasn't noticed that anything is wrong at all 


And Axl, oh God Axl.. wait a minute! Slash's brain throws itself into reverse and brakes hard at Steven. How, 


exactly, had he known about Duff and Izzy? There's only one way to find out. 

He opens his mouth. 

"Gah," he says much to the surprise of the others. He tries again. 

"Ga.how did you know?" he says in the drummer's direction. 

"Know what?" asks Steven with a confused expression 

"About Duff and Izzy," Slash snarls, temper beginning to fray. 

Behind him, Axl's foot is pawing at the floor, much like a bull about to charge. 

"Oh!" says Steven, "Izzy told me." 

| Did Not!" states a clearly not dead but very indignant Izzy. 

"Sure you did" Steven says happily. "Don't you remember? You were kinda completely off your face, | suppose," 


he muses. "Anyway, a couple of nights ago, we were talking and then Slash fell over the cat and knocked 


himself clean out. You laughed so hard that you threw up all over the coffee table and when you were done, | 


asked you if there was one thing in the world you could do, what would it be? And you said, "Duff, cos he's all 
| ever wanna do but if | move into his room, Axl will know and the apocalypse will rain down upon us," and then 
you passed out!" finishes Steven, having done a remarkably good Izzy impression 


"| don't remember that," admits a slightly embarrassed Izzy as everyone stares at him. 


Duff gives him a goofy smile and then, to complete consternation, leans forward and plants a hot, wet kiss on 


his boyfriend's lips. 


Startled at first, Izzy soon gets with the program and responds by wrapping his arms around Duff and kissing 
him back passionately. 


"My eyes! My eyes!" shrieks Slash, much to Steven's amusement. 


They all seem to have forgotten the elephant in the room, namely one very pissed off W. Axl Rose. How dare 
they ignore his presence! 


Seriously affronted, he picks up a milkshake and pours it over Izzy's head. 

"You're my best friend Izzy!" he wails "You're supposed to tell me everything! EVERYTHING! But you chose 
Steven to confide in. Not me. How could you? You selfish bastard!" he yells, crossing his arms over his chest 
and staring at Izzy with a self pitying expression. 


"Of course!" thinks Slash, "of course Axl would have to make this about him!" 


'It wasn't deliberate Ax," says Izzy contritely, milkshake dripping from his hair in thick blobs as Steven reaches 
forward to catch them and then lick his fingers. 


Slash is utterly disgusted. 
Axl sits at the table 

"Tell me everything," he says, looking directly at Izzy, "and | mean everything” 

"Oh Christ, please dor!" implores Slash. 

Duff and Izzy look slightly uncomfortable 

"Where do you want us to start?" they ask in unison 

Slash gets up and heads for the door. There is no way he's listening to this sober. 


"Where are you going?" calls Steven. 


"To get hammered, laid and buy a baseball bat," Slash shouts back. 


"Sounds like fun! Can | come?" asks Steven but Slash is already gone. He's had enough to last a lifetime. The 
baseball bat is now his priority. 


